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and how everything that Pierre Loti wrote is pure fantasy. The
Icelandic fisherman lives so much among decaying fish that
he slinks to knock you down even at five hundred yards. All -
the perfumes of Arabia will not, I suppose, sweeten that walloping
hand. Renaud talked also of Sardou and said, " Ce n'etait pas
de Fart mais de Fadresse."
Called at JT.T. office and corrected my proof. Asked Hadley,
who was looking ill after an abscess, why he did not take a
holiday. " Physician, heal thyself!" he replied. Motored to
Barnet and stopped at a telephone kiosk. I had written : " The
one thing an Aspasia forfeits is the right to snub ; Miss Cooper
was as genteel as an icicle and as heartening ! " It occurred
to me that the first half of the sentence convicts me of thinking
Victorianly about a Greek matter, so I arranged to have it
deleted. The house is getting on very well and is going to be
charming. On the way back went to another kiosk and arranged
for the phrase " ferocity of predestination " in connection with
Alcibiades to be altered to " fury of predestination."
Nov. 28    Lunched with James Douglas, who said, " What is
Tuesday,    wrong with the modern newspaper is that it is never
two days alike.   After all, the man who subscribes to
a paper on Monday likes to recognise it again on Tuesday."
Went in the evening to the Garrick Theatre, where they are
trying to revive the old music-hall. There was a chairman's
table with Charles Austin as chairman, but owing to the L.C.C.
only ginger-beer allowed. Growlers stationed outside the
theatre and old-fashioned notices stuck up inside. Audience
consisted almost entirely of young Yids and their women-folk.
Round the chairman's table were Harry Preston, Bertram Mills,
A, P. F. Chapman, Malcolm Campbell, Jimmy Wilde, Kid Lewis,
Rev. C. B. Mortlock, not wearing his dog-collar, George Bishop,
Noel Curtis-Bennett, and myself. Harry Preston looked as
though he thrives on operations. As much the old beau as ever,
and as always seeming to take Jimmy Wilde under his wing. I
still foolishly and fatuously regard Jimmy as the greatest genius
I have ever set eyes on. You can match Shaw with Voltaire,